MODERN TRAVEL

were off, cutting our way smartly through the slushy
film on the water, Wheeler at the tiller, his head down
to keep the snow out of his eyes.

As you approached the whaling station from across
the harbour the buildings seemed to open out and
arrange themselves around a large square several acres
in extent, the boarded surface of which sloped into the
sea. This was where the whales were flensed, or
stripped, and dismembered. The Norwegians called
it the " plan " or level place. Along two sides of it
were the buildings which housed the boilers in which
the dismembered fragments of the whales were boiled
down to give the clear, white whale oil. A shed con- *
taining the blubber boilers stood on one side and another
containing the boilers for the masses of flesh, the " meat,"
stood on the other. Four bucket conveyers sloped up
to the top storey of this shed and shot their masses of
blood and flesh and guts into the tops of the boilers.
At the back of the " plan " was a high raised platform
with a long inclined slipway leading up to it. Here
were the steam saws which cut up the skull and back-
bone and underneath the high platform were the boilers
into whose gaping mouths the sections of bone, neatly
sawn up, were tipped.

Where the " plan " sloped into the oily scum-covered
water there floated four whale carcasses and a motor-
boat was chugging slowly up with a fifth, towing it
tail first. They looked like immense balloons floating
in the water and on their ribbed surfaces, the upturned
bellies and throats, birds perched and pecked and
fought, screaming with outstretched wings. All the sur-
face of the water around the whaling station was covered
with this chattering shrieking bird life, living on the
garbage that floated to them from the " plan." Black-
backed gulls swooped and bickered over the gory refuse
on the " plan " itself and stood in rows upon the roofs
of the sheds crying shrilly.
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